16           NADIR, THE PERSIAN
From youth I had lived amid war's alarms, The roar of the fight and the shock of arms ; Yet my cheek with fear had never paled, Nor at danger's call had my heart-strings failed. But now when I rode behind the King,
My pulses wildly beat. I trembled and shook like a guilty thing,
And his look I could not meet. And when he threw me a careless word, For the fear in my heart I scarcely heard.
The days were full of panic and dread. But at night I lay on the ground by her bed. With my trusty sword and buckler hard I watched till the dawn in sleepless guard.
And every day for one brief hour
I drank of love's strong wine. As the bee sips sweets from a woodland flower,
I breathed of her breath divine, I toyed with the locks of her yellow mane, And I kissed her red lips again and again. I gazed in the orbs of her wondrous eyes, Whose blue had the depth of the northern skies. For one short hour when the sun sank to rest I lived the life of the seraphs blest.
And she, the girl in her radiant youth,
With her smile of a trusting child, Was an angel pure of beauty and truth
And innocence undefiled.